MARSHAL   KEY
wildly impatient host that threaded the left bank of the
Alle towards Friedland, a little town in the bend of the
river protected by a range of hills running westward.
On these hills the Russians were massing. It was the
14th of June, the anniversary of Marengo, a day that
promised well for the Emperor's star. Ney, with his
troops emerging from the woods of Sortlack, was to
drive home on the left. Napoleon had taken his arm,
turning in the direction of Friedland and the Muscovites:
'There is your goal. March to it without looking about
you.'
March? The difficulty was to make the men bide their
orders. But apart from the chafing grenadiers there were
some young soldiers in the ranks who bobbed their heads
when the bullets began to shower. Whereupon Ney,
rising from the saddle like a ramrod, reminded them of
his own statuesque calmness: Comrades, the enemy are
firing in the air. Here I am higher than the top of your
bearskins, and they don't hurt me/ Not a head moved
after that.
His -way of advance lay over a rolling valley, which
was still menaced by a body of Russian horse. Even
Ney admitted that for infantry to move across such
ground was to court disaster, so he called upon some
Cavalry of the Guard, reined near by, to effect a clearance.
But discipline forbade those elect riders to move without
word from the Emperor, and a handful of hussars were
all the mounted troops at Ney's disposal. Now discipline
was one thing, and the temper of the Grand Army was
quite another; and Ney, in characteristic fashion, risked
all upon his knowledge of that proven temper.
He gave a mad word of command, and his handful
rode full tilt at the Russian phalanx. This was far too
much for the glittering guardsmen to endure, and they
too went spurring down the hollow, sweeping it clean
enough for the bayonet to go forward against the heights.
The advance up slope was led by Ney and the skirmishers,
with his ist Division pressing close until, within, full
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